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never written or composed, so Wallin would stand forth 

as one of Sweden's gigantic intellects, had he either never 

honored the pulpit or penned a poem. But as Wagner 

has wedded thought to music, so has Wallin demon- 
strated the poetry of religion and the religion of poetry, 

— the compatibility between the poetic spirit and devotion 

to the Spirit that hovers over all. 

To the skeptic he has divested many a thought. of 
its unacceptability, by the aptness, force and beauty of 
his metaphors and similes. In the union of faith and 
poetry, the beauty of both is perceived even by the 
intelligent unbeliever, who is disarmed of a desire to 
dispel so fair a delusion and destroy a hope for which 
he can substitute only a cipher. 

Wallin therefore became the greatest of all hymn- 
writers. His directness and simplicity of style fitted 
perfectly the requirements of sacred song; and in 1819 
the Committee of Revision headed by him published the 
national hymn-book of Sweden, officially used in all the 
churches, 126 of the hymns being written by himself. 
Tegn^r alludes, in his "Children of the Lord's Supper," to 

**an anthem immortal 
Of the sublime WaHin, of David's harp in the Northland." 

It would require much space to chronicle the official 
and national honors conferred upon him from 18 10, when 
he was chosen a member of the Swedish Academy, until 
1837, when he was made Archbishop of Sweden and Pro- 
chancellor of the University of Upsala. 
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Wallin died in 1839, at the age of sixty, and was 
buried at Stockholm, leaving behind him a whole nation 
of sincere mourners, and an ineffaceable record. 



The Angel of Death is Wallin's greatest poem. 
In this, as in much Swedish poetr}^ the feminine rhyme 
predominates. The Northern languages are so full of 
beautiful two-syllable rhymes, while ours is so void of 
them, that the translator lacks the necessary material 
for his work. This difficulty is in each stanza of this poem 
increased almost immeasurably in the four successive short 
lines of five syllables each, two of which must rhyme. To 
alter these feminine rhymes to masculine (one-syllable) 
would at once remove the diflficulty, but it would also de- 
stroy the form of the poem, which seems to me to be a neces- 
sary characteristic to be preserved in a true translation. 
This has in most stanzas been sought by Mr. Almquist 
in his English translation published in New York, 1884, 
— the only other published English translation of which 
I am able to learn. 

Like strings of pellucid pearls, fall before us the 
truths Wallin enunciates in this beautiful poem. The 
Death-angel, as a mighty autocrat, in just and solemn 
dicta addresses the children of men, and norn-like reads 
the doom of sin, and with supra-mortal wisdom teaches 
us honor, justice and truth. He speaks in mandatory 
strains, and sounds a warning to the world. I wish I 
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might bring over into our language its masterful majesty, 
its fathomless faith, its solemn stateliness, its sublime 
simplicity, its vivid vision of the deathless life! 

It is only for those who cannot read it in the original 
that I have attempted its translation. 

Chicago, Nov. 4th, 1910. 

CLEMENT B. SHAW. 



viii 




J 




Ye, Adam's children, of earth engendered, 
And doomed once more to return to earth. 
To me, to death, are ye all surrendered, 
Since ever sin in the world had birth. 

From gates of morning 

I reach night's portal, 

And sound a warning, 

Ve Time-guests mortal. 
In myriad tones, with the Master's word. 
From air, flame, earth and the ocean heard. 




AVe live and build, as in groves enflowered 

[The summer sparrows construct their nest. 
Awhile they sat mid the leaves embowered, 
And sang glad songs in their sheltered rest. 

Their home soon quivered 

In winds that wrestle, 

And tempests shivered 

Their fragile castle; — 
Their song grew silent, its strain was o'er,— 
And vanished gladness returned no more. 





Ye ever sigh, as the turtle sigheth, 

O'er morrow's care, while to-day yet glows; 

When unforeseen, as a trap-door flieth, 

The yawning earth o'er your forms doth close;- 

And ye are banished 
From men's dominions, — 

Your memory vanished 

On fleetest pinions; 
The new-lit moon from the silver sky 
Sees some approaching— while others fly. 





OlAnd giddy whirl ye as pleasure calls; 
UThe myrtle blooms, and the lyre entrances — 
m the threshold niy footstep fallsl 
Now checked the revel, 
The music taileth, 
The wreath doth shrivel, 
The bride now paleth: 
And as 'tis written, doth sorrow's night 
Succeed all gladness and pomp and might. 





I am the strong one, who reigneth fearless, 
I Until a stronger my place shall hold. 
liOn mountain lofty, in chasm cheerless, 

It is my breath that is blowing cold. 
I The plagues that harrow, 

Despoil and wither, 
The nightly arrow 
My hand sends hither, 
They fell their victims, nor hindrance feel 
From wall of copper or shield of steel. 




I vviiig the storms that o'er Nortlilaiid rimible, y 
And roll the billows upon the strand. 
The schemes of conquest I quickly crnnilile, 
, And wrest the bolt from the Ihuiiderer's handjj 

Like watches nightly 

Are ages blended: 

And races lightly, 

With exploits ended, 
Like myriad waves at my feet are rolled, 
Until the last its lament has told. 





Against me wasted are arms and letters, — 
Against me learning and art are vain. 
1 Of weary bondmen I loose the fetters, 
I And monarchs' purposes I enchain. 

Opposing numbers 

To fate I've tended; 

In prostrate slumbers 

Their forms lie blended; 
And deep they sleep through the war-drum's call, 
Uatil the judgment shall summon all. 





The earth is swept if my hand but beckon, 
And all who live to that chamber hie 
Where at its uame doth no ear awaken, 
I Nor tongue is loosened to make reply. 

My step bul wanders — 

Thrones sink in panic! 

Wilh Alexanders, 

Napoleonic 
All-conquering heroes of yesteryear 
A paltry handful of dust appear! 





Not on the earth is a castle seated, 
O wandering man, which can thee secure! 
Thine own can scarcely as thine be greeted, I 
Nor title-deed makes possession sure. 

The wreath victorious, 

The veil of sadness, 

The purple glorious, 

Toil's yoke of madness, — 
The stranger's brow shall they soon adorn, 
By other necks shall their weight be borne. 




Ye come, ye go. as a fleeting arrow, 
Nor home nor house are conceded here; 
1 Ye soon shall rest in a dwelling narrow, 
I Where sun nor moon sheds its luster near; 

Where arms-coat riven 

Forsalces its portal, 

And rest is given 

The toil-worn mortal; 
Where captives' chains and affection's bands 
So brittle break for the self-same hands. 




Where is thy mother? Thy bride roams whither? 
i! They have traveled the distant way 
I Whereon no more they may jouruey hither, 
I Whereon thou followest in a day. 
So guard the treasure 
That God bestowelh, 
Since every pleasure 
So fleetly floweth, 
And soon is veiled from thy yearning sight, 
Till it be shown thou didst guard aright. 





Thy Lord asks not, as thou liest low. 
i Ah! Rich aud haughty, thou hast for brothers/ 
I The worms whose food thou dost 
When they are sated, 
And, like thee, perished. 
Thou art awaited 
And grimly cherished 
By worm that gnaws, until time shall cease. 
Upon a conscience devoid of peace. 






He waits for thee who unmoved surveyest 
Another's fall, if thou safe remain, — 
I Who faith and fatherland soon betrayest, 
And on things holy dost hurl disdain, — 

Who laws obscurest, 

And hearts misguidest, 

Who peace the purest 

In play o'erridest; 
And woe doth follow disdain and play, 
When towers the specter of vengeance gray. 





For (liee be waiteili. thoii soul of slander, 
, When to thy palate cleaves cold the longue 
\\ That mixed ils poison for truth and candor, 
I And hath for honor the death-knell rung. 
Against mine arrow 
Is no abiding; 
I seal the barrow 
Of lips deriding, 
Which, when the season of speech is past, 
To Him shall answer who judgeth last. 




O mortal man, let thine aims be sifted, 
And trembling seek where thy thoughts aspire;// 
Let hand and heart that are clean be lifted 
To Him who knoweth thy soul's desire. 

To lands immortal 

Be thou e'er bended, 

Above whose portal, 

Till time is ended, 
Is carved indelibly this decree: 
Hert enlers each for eleniily. 





The earth will gulf thee with all thy treasure, 
And close its mouth o'er thy form below, 
Though like the zephyr thou bringest pleasurei/ 
I Or like the tempest thou overthrow. 

Thy true position 

Ask not thy neighbor; 

Though there thy mission, 

Thou here dost labor; 
The work ordaiued upon thee to fall 
He only knoweth who knoweth all. 





What God demandeth he hath unfolded, 
\ And for life's journey hath meted out 
ijWhat toils, man, for thy might were molded, I 
What destined ends tllou must bring about. 
He strength will send thee 
For deeds of duty. 
And knowledge lend thee 
Of justice' beauty, 
If thou but heed, in obedient choice, 
The holy, infinite Spirit's voice. 





The clear, deep voice of the Spirit hear thou, 
And in his ministry upright move; 
\ What tils may threaten ask not, nor fear thou,/| 
1 Nor anxious be that the world approve. 

Fulfill thy mission, 

Distrusting never; 

Turn with ambition 

From errors ever: 
So shall there reach thee an angel's hand. 
And silent lead to thy destined land. 





Walk thou secure in thy purpose worthy, 
Through trials' season, through sorrow's smart;/ 
1 From fortune's cheer may the world deter theejj 
I But not from peace of a guileless heart. 
In mold nocturnal, 
Although thou perish, 
These words supernal 
Thy soul shall cherish: 
Thou hast been faithful vntU death's day, — 
Let due reward now thy faith repay. 




Relieve affliction, the right e'er render, 
\^ Assuage thou sorrow — be this thy plan. 
iTill death's dread hour stand as truth's defender, | 
lAnd win as Christian, and fait as man. 

With gain earth-borrowed 

Be not requited; 

SooD round thy forehead 

Is bay-wreath blighted; 
But bright, eternal, complete and fair, 
The blest inheritance thou shalt share. 





O what were faith, if it were not grounded, 
A clear-eyed pearl, iu the inmost heart, 
\ And steadfast gazed on the heaven unbounded,/, 
When ripening hours rent the shell apart? 

Sweet rest will lighten 

Vexation bitter; 

The flames may heighten, 

The ax may glitter; — 
But, martyr, look on the opening heaven. 
And lake the crown by the Master given. 





And what were virtue, if soul-life perished 

1 When fails the smoldering sparlc of dust? // 

I Thou first Gustavus! Thou second, cherished!/ 

'I Thou Engelbrecht, hero brave and just! 

Ye minds unmeasured, 

Ve spirits tender, 

Whose memory treasured 

Men soon surrender! 

What were affection, and mind, and might, 

If but the grave be the goal in sight? 





And wiiat were Honor, ihal tliee doth beckon /, 
To hallow duty — -and for her die — 
If with a money-bought mob she reckon, 
Whose chief in greed doth the herd outvie? 

Sweet peace divinely 

Beams from her features, 

Though she benignly 

Sigh for time's creatures; 
Since time ne'er sprinkles with earthly dust 
The starry way where she walks august. 





And what the pleasure, aud what the gladness, 
In love's own circle so pure and bright. 
If when the chain shall be rent in sadness. 
The severed links Hope should not unite? 

Thus desolated, 

Dear heart so weary. 

How were life rated? 

A hopeless querj-! 
A message, hard as Uriah brought, 
Which God for men in his wralh had wrought. 





An aged Jacob his Joseph loses, 
And Jonathan must from David go; 
The burdened heart in a sigh discloses 
A grief disconsolate here below. 

And Rachel iiioniueth 

Her children tender, — 

To nought she turnetb 

That joy may lend her; 
For what was dearest afar has flown, 
That to her heart and her life had grown. 




But God is love. Peace to you be granted, 
\ O hearts afflicted; — receive fresh hope. 
,1 The kernel ye in the earth have planted 
II To golden harvest shall soon spring up. 
What ye in sadness 
To earth surrender, — 
What, reft of gladness, 
Ye cherish tender, — 
It is not lost— yet it is not there, — 
But in the Master's eternal care. 





Like Mary, linger with deep devotion, 
I At Jesus' feet, and in prayer attend. 
l\ Behold, like Magdalene, with emotion, 
j)Tb« cross where Mercy her ear doth lend 
Like John, so share thee 
The Friend's affection; 
And he will l>ear thee 
From grief's subjection 
To holy freedom and hallowed rest. 
Within his heavenly kingdom blest. 





Blest they who truly the good intended. 
Who sought the right, and were ever Idnd,- 
l Whose love was great, e'en if they offended, | 
And so shall they tnucli remission find. 

Not here so lowly 

Wrought they divinely, 

But angels holy 

Have penned benignly 
Whate'er through them, e'en in small degree, 
Has blessed the world (hat has set them free. 
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y To fear the Master and naught beside; 
\\Their earth-soiled garments they washed i 
spotted 
tin sacred blood of the cleansing tide. 
All strife is ended, 
All sin forgiven, 
All fear transcended. 
All grief outdriven; — 
The mighty Father their names knows best, 
And wearied sink they upon his breast. 





So peaceful they in the Master slumber, , 

So joyous greet they the Master's day: ji 

Their sorrows ne'er shall their spirits cumberj/ 
From tribulations now far away. I 

No more they languish, — V 

Earth-bonds are broken; 

But out of anguish 

(So faith hath spoken) 
They now are gone to a peaceful home, 
Where all their deeds as a record come. 





Who faith and hope iii their hearts now nouri 
\ Will find a home in his heaven high; 
uAs when the buds of the fig-tree flourish, 
jjYe know the summer is drawing nigh,— 
So at cool even 
Perceive ye clearer 
The Friend in heaven 
To you draws nearer, 
To bear your souls to the place prepared, 
By Him and you to be ever shared. 




The heaven is new, and the earlh remolded, 
Newborn the son of the heaven and earth; 
He misses not, to new life unfolded, 
I The narrow home of his mortal birth, 

It fades inglorious 

To swift mutation; — 

But, Faith victorious 

Thou hast a station, 
To potent Virtue and thee assigned, 
Not known or seen by the lowly mind. 




When Time shall banish each tear that glitters, 
When every wound heals at his command, 
1 No more mid corpses and heaps of Utters 
'I With torch iiivertec! and quenched, I stand. 

By me uprighted 

And borne supernal, 

The torch is lighted 

By flame eternal; 
And with your voices I blend mine own 
In songs of praise by the radiant throne. 



